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PWMIGHES Diana. 


OH, YOU GRAND GRAND OPERA! 


THE YOUNG ONE.—But if my voice and acting are satisfactory, why is it you won't let me sing 


PRICE TEN CENTS. 





“Juliette” ? 
MANAGER.— Woman alive, I can’t! You are only nineteen, and as pretty as a picture, and you weigh less than 140 pounds! 
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‘{ JoobRow WiItson is 

embarrassing a num- 
ber of United States citi- 
zens by advocating after election the same 
things that he advocated before it. He has 
not missed a chance to express his belief in the 
kind of Democracy that is democratic. This, 
it is needless to say, disturbs the people who 
regard a Presidential election merely as a neces- 
sary evil, sorcething which has to be because it 
is an old-established custom, but which should 
be dismissed and forgotten as soon as possible. 
Upon such gentry the fact is gradually dawn- 
ing that WILSON is quite as 
earnest and sincere as Presi- 
dent-elect as he was when 
the candidate of the Demo- 
cratic Party. Other men have 
been Presidents- elect, but 
nothing that they ever said in 
the interim between Novem- 
ber and March so impressed 
the country as WoopRow 
Witson has lately impressed 
it. Governor WiLson frankly 
assumes that the people want 
him to be President, else they 
would not have elected him ; 
also, that his election was 
proof that they believe in the 
platform on which he stood, 
and expect to see it put in 
effect, without any quibbling 
or needless delay, after he is 
inaugurated. Again may it 
be remarked that all this is 
extremely disturbing to the 
people who regard a political 
platform as a mere juggle of 
honeyed words, designed «to 
get in on, but not to stand 
on.” ‘There is an unmistak- 
able something in the speeches 
of Governor Witson which 
shows that he means business, 
and the people’s business. If 
there are men who voted for 
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it is possible that they also feel a sense of 
uneasiness, but the President-elect has said 
nothing and written nothing since election 
of which he did not give fair warning before. 
In fact, the greatest virtue in his speeches 
is their clearness. Not only does he mean 
what he says, but he has the scholarly knack 
of saying what he means in such a way 
that it is impossible to misunderstand him. 
Those who wonder what President WiLson 
“will try to do” have only to dig up a 
copy of the last Democratic platform in order 
to get a fair idea. There are abundant 
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signs that he regards it as a guide and a 
pledge rather than an heirloom. 
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« Witson’s Brother Wants Job” says a news- 

paper headline. Of course he does. 
What is the use of having a President in the 
family if he cannot get you a job? Doubt- 
less there are cousins and nephews, too, who 
want jobs. What more natural? Where the 
ordinary office-seeker has to go through all 
sorts of discouraging formalities in filing his 
application for office, the brother of a Presi- 
dent treads a primrose path. 
He has the inside track, close 
to the rail. He requires no 
letter of introduction. He 
spends no hours in an ante- 
room. He goes right up and 
calls the President by his first 
name and slaps him on the 
back. He stays to dinner. 
After dinner he strolls into 
the library, smoking one of the 
President's cigars. Nothing 
could be pleasanter_ than 
seeking office by the brother 
route. History exalts them 
not, but all of our Presi- 
dents had brothers. They 
must have had. — Or, if 
not, a step-brother. Or a 
brother-in-law. A brother- 
in-law has a_ greater ‘cinch 
even than a brother, because 
the President’s wife will lobby 
for him. “You must do some- 
thing for poor CHARLEY,” she 
will say. “You were as 
mean as you could be not 
to put him in your Cabi- 
net.” Then there are the 
cousins first and second, and 
the ascendency of woman in 
politics makes certain the 
coming of the sisters and the 
aunts. Witson’s brother 











Witson in the belief that he 
was a Democrat in label only, 


“FIREMAN, SAVE MY CHILD!” 


wants a job? It would be 
uncanny if he didn’t. 
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EXTRACT FROM ANY OLD NOVEL, 


**CLARENCE SPRANG ‘ro His FEEtr.”’ 
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iG = AT THE ROYAL rABLES. 


=, HE hand had been played, and the contract was lost— 
NY Two tricks tothe bad on a double it cost; 
+. hen, while the next dealer his duty performed, 
With raucous amenities everyone storms: 


>” 


“Why did’n’cha hold up the suit that he starts? 
“Why did’n’cha bid your hand?” 

“Why did’n‘cha lead through that tenace in hearts? 
“Why did’n’cha keep command ?”’ 

“Why did’n’cha echo—I gave you the say?” 
“Why did’n’cha go three clubs?” 

“Why did’n’cha pick up the dummy’s lone trey ?” 
“ Why did'n’cha stick with dubs?” 





” 


Another hand played—never mind how it went; 
The last trick is taken, and then the air ’s rent 
By voices accusing, all voting their pards 

The stupidest asses that ever held cards : 


“Why did‘n’cha take all his trumpers away ?” 
“Why did‘n'cha block their suit?” 

“‘Why did'n’cha follow the discard, | say?” 
‘‘Why did’n’cha—you ’re a beaut!” 

“ Why did'n’cha let my initial bid stand?” 
‘* Why did’n’cha fool those gents? ”’ 

“Why did’n’cha let me play off the hand?” 
“Why did'n’cha show some sense?” 


For auction, like sharing a camp with a friend, 

Brings out our real nature—conceit without end; 

And you'll note, in the card-room, the surliest tone 

Betrays him whose head is most solidly bone. 
Edmund Stover. 
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CHARITY BEGINS AT HOME. 


“, said the multi-millionaire, “what is there in my mail this 
morning of a personal nature?” 

The faithful servant bowed respectfully and began: “ Well, sir, 
here ’s an appeal for aid from the Starving Widows’ Relief Committee.” 

The multi-millionaire frowned. ‘Ten dollars,” he said. 

“A request for help from the Orphans’ Benefit Association, saying 
that immediate help must come, as the association is out of funds.” 

“Ten dollars,” snarled the muki-millionaire. 

“A call for help from the Hospital for Cripples; they say they are 
in urgent need.” 

“Ten dollars!” roared the multi-millionaire. 
of ’um. What’s that long sheet you ’ve got?” 

“An itemized bill, sir, for the sum of thirty-seven thousand three- 
hundred and sixty-two dollars and twenty-seven cents for the expenses 
of the entertainment and ball given last week by your wife.” 

“That,” said the millionaire, “must be paid at once. You should 
have told me about it in the first place, Thomas.” William Sanford. 


aid 


«¢ Never mind the rest 
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I the measure and walue of Kindness. 








SHOCKLESS TELEGRAMS. 


: hen are few people so used to receiving telegrams that the sight of 
one of these sealed missives in the hands of a messenger-boy does 
not bring more or less of a shock. 

In order to spare the infliction of all this unnecessary uneasiness 
upon their customers, why do not the telegraph companies have different- 
colored envelopes, indicating the general 
nature of the contents? For instance, i 
let good news be inclosed in an en- 
velope of warm-red tone. Let a blue 
envelope enwrap bad tidings. A 
telegram that money has been 
sent should be inclosed in an 
envelope of golden yellow. 
A telegram asking for money 
should properly be inserted in 






a dun-colored envelope. For 
telegrams announcing births, 
special leather envelopes of un- 
dressed kid might be provided. 
The plan seems to have un- 
limited opportunities for the 
exercise of ingenuity on the 
part of the telegraph com- 
panies. The public would soon 
learn the language of telegraph 
envelopes, and there would be no 
more of this momentary mental suffering on the part of the individual 
who imagines all sorts of death and disaster while tearing open the 
telegram which proves to be nothing but the foolish maundering of some 
distant friend who has written a night-letter to let you know that he has 
climbed to a front seat on the water-wagon. 


TO BE TRANSLATED INTO GERMAN. 


Arthur Chapman. 


EAR-MARKS. 
M?°cr —Did Dolly tell you she was going traveling for the first time? 
Marjorte.—No. But she said she was going to keep a diary 
and take a suapshot of all the places of interest she visited. 
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A PERFECT JEWEL. 


Mistrress.— You have excellent letters of recommendation. 


New Coox.—Yis, mum! Not a fut will Oi shtep out av annybody’s 
house until Oi git wan! 


is the certainty of continuance, and not the present amount, that constitutes 
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RS. MuFFIN (mistress of the boarding- 
house). — Oh, good-morning, Mr. 

Cropley! I was beginning to wonder if you 

had heard the bell. I hope you rested well 

last night. Yes? I’mso glad you did. Some 

people don’t rest well the first few nights in a 
strange place. Let me present you to the rest 

of my little family. Mrs. Wiggleton, permit me to 
present to you our new guest, Mr. Cropley. 

Mrs. WIGGLETON (with her hand to her ear).—What name? 

Mrs. Murrin.—Cropley—Mr. Cropley, who has taken the room 
across the hall from yours, left vacant by Mr. Myrtle, the young man 
whom we miss so very much. 

Mrs. WiGGLEron.—I hope he won’t smoke day and night, the way 
Mr. Myrtle did. What men want to smoke for, anyhow, is beyond me! 

Mrs. Murrin.—Ol, I suppose that it is one of their prerogatives, 
and they get so much comfort from it that I have never forbidden smoking 
in my rooms. Miss Giggleton, allow me to present Mr. Cropley. 

Miss GiGGLeron.—Oh, I  think—tee-hee-hee—that we have— 
tee-hee-hee—met already in the—tee-hee-hee—hall. Happy to know 
you, I—tee-hee-hee—am sure—tee-hee-hee! 

Mr. Crop_ey.—Oh, thanks! 

Mrs. Murrin.—Mr. Surlee, this is Mr. Cropley, who will add one 
more to the number of gentlemen in the house. 

Mr. Surtee.—Huh! G’ morning. 

Mrs. Murrin.—Mrs. Sweetly, let me present Mr. Cropley, and I 
think that I will seat him next to you, in the place left vacant by Mr. 
Myrtle, whom we do miss so much. 

Mrs. SweetLy.—Yes, indeed! Such an agreeable young man. 
Always the same, too! But we shall all hope that Mr. Cropley will quite 
take his place in more ways than one. So happy to have you for my 
quite near neighbor at the table, Mr. Cropley! If I am not mistaken, I 
think I heard you whistling in your room last evening, and—you do love 
music? I shall be quite disappointed if you tell me that you do not! 

Mr. CropLey.—Sorry, but I don’t know one note from another. 

Mrs. SwEETLy.—Oh, 
cruel, cruel! I couldn't 
imagine a worse misfortune 
than to be born deprived of 
the power to appreciate 
music. But I am sure that 
we shall be quite good 
friends just the same. In 
fact, I sometimes think that 
people of opposite temper- 
aments get along better 
than those of the same 
temperament, because 

Mrs. MUFFIN. — Mr. 
Smartly, let me present the 
newest member of our 
family, Mr. Cropley. 

Mr. SMARTLY.—Happy 
to know you, Mr. Croplev, 
Iamsure. Any relation to 
the Cropleys who used to 
live in Buffalo? No? I 
knew one of those Cropleys 
quite well—Julia. Fact 
is, Julia and | were rather 
gone on each other! 

Mrs. Sweet.y. — Oh, 
Mr. Smartly, I fear that you 
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I time before you tackle a live-wire. 


THE NEW BOARDER. 









are a dreadful, dreadful flirt, for that is at least the 
tenth girl you have told us that you were “gone” 
on! I fear that you are a naughty boy, and Mr. 
Cropley will have to look out for you, or you will 
be teaching him to fall into flirtatious ways! 

Mrs. Murrin.—Oh, I am sure that 
Cropley does n’t look in the least flirtatious. 
Akrid, this is Mr. Cropley. 

Mrs. AKRID.—Mr. Cropley. A sister of the husband of a niece of 
mine married a man named Cropley living in Kansas City. You of that 
family? You never heard of them? Well, you can be glad of it, for 
they were a bad lot, and my niece’s husband’s sister had n’t the least 
trouble getting her divorce. Another cup of coffee, Mrs. Muffin. It is 
so weak this morning one has to have about three cups to really get one. 
When / kept house I made coffee that was coffee, and every one said so. 

Mrs. Murrin.—I fear the coffee is not quite up to the standard 
this morning. My new cook seems so uneven in some of her dishes, for 
they are good one day and poor the next. Miss Weaklie, this is Mr. 
Cropley, who will sit opposite you. 

Miss WEAKLIE.— Most happy, I am sure. Shocking weather, isn’t 
it, Mr. Cropley? ‘This is the third successive day without sunshine, but 
then if one has sunshine in the heart it does n’t matter. I so often think 
of Longfellow’s beautiful lines in which he says 

Mrs. AkrID.—Will you ring and have the cook toast me a piece 
of toast that isn’t black on one side and white on the other, as if it was 
in half-mourning, Mrs. Muffin? When / kept house I made toast that 
was a delicate brown on both sides, and crisp and nice without being 
hard and gritty. Not one person in fifty, I verily believe, knows how 
to make decent toast! P 

Mrs. Murrin.—Last, but far from being least in our little family, 
Mr. Cropley, is Miss Quiller, who must n’t scold me later if I tell Mr. 
Cropley about the delightful verses she writes, not only over her own 
name, but over the names of “Ivy Leaf” and “ Maizie Maizelle.” Mr. 
Cropley must see your lines entitled “To a Loon on the Wing.” They 
will make him think of some of the poems of Ella Wheeler Wilcox and 
Mrs. Browning. We feel 
quite honored to have a 
real poet as a member of 
our family, Mr. Cropley. 

Miss QuiLLerR. — Oh, 
spare my blushes! Mrs. 
Muffin is so kind when it 
comes to my poor little 
rimes—or my little brain- 
children, as I like to call 
them. I often wish they 
were real poetry, and 

Mrs. Murrin. — Take 
the chair next to Mrs, 
Sweetly, Mr. Cropley, and 
we will go right on with 
our breakfast. You will 
have some of the cereal? 
We have both oatmeal and 
hominy grits. You will 
have the oatmeal? Most 
of my family seem to prefer 
oatmeal. Mr. Surlee, will 








Mr. 
Mrs. 














WHERE SHE GOT HER POINIS. Mr. SURLEE. — The 
JxaLous OLD HusBAND (suspicious/y).— Don’t tell me you have n’t kissed other men! cream! Huh! Thecream! 
His Younc W1Fre.— Honest, I have n’t, dear! I learned how looking at the movies! Huh! Max Merryman 


you go around handling people without gloves it is only a question of 


you very kindly pass the 
cream to Mr. Cropley? 











A SIDE-TRACKED REFERENCE. 
Is this three-nine-six North? 


It is? So often 
Well, I am Mrs. Chatterly 
A maid I met in an employment- 
office to-day gave you as a reference, and I rang you up to— 


se ELLO THERE! 
they give you the wrong number. 
over on Grand Avenue. 


” 





her name is Frieda Stolberg, and I want to ask you about her. Is she 
“Oh, yes! Frieda Stolberg! She lived with me quite a while and 
I liked her very well in some respects, but you know that a maid per- 
fectly adapted to doing one person’s 
work will not be so well suited to 
doing another person’s work be- 
cause the requirements are so 
different in different places. 
Now, my sister has a maid who 
is a perfect treasure to her, and 
vet she wouldn’t suit me be- 
cause my sister is a good deal of 
an invalid and does not try to 
entertain and does not need a 
maid who can do ali the things 
there are to be done when one 
entertains a good deal, as we 
do. My husband is very fond 
of having-company, and there 
is never a week that we do not 
have from two to six to dinner, 
and e 
“I know just how.that is, for 
both my husband and: I have 
quite a large family connection, 
and somehow I never feel 
satisfied just to lay down an 
extra plate, even when our 
guests are own relatives. As 
I say to my husband, if you fall 
into slack ways of entertaining 
your relatives you are apt to be 
more or less slack when it comes 
to entertaining others. Then I 
think that the appearance of one’s 
table has its influence on one’s 
children and—have you children? Two little boys and a girl? Why, 
what a coincidence, for I have that same family, two boys and a girl, the 
girl being the middle one of the three, and———” 

“Our daughter is the eldest of our three. As I sometimes say, I 
would a little rather have had one of her brothers be the eldest, for I 
think it is so nice for a girl to have an elder brother to go out with; 
but, dear me, by the time the boy is able to go out he is pretty sure 
to be going with some other fellow’s sister, so I don’t know that it is any 
great advantage to have one’s eldest a boy so far as going out with his 
sister is concerned. Still, I say, if ss 

“One can hardly expect a boy to devote himself entirely to his sister 
after he gets to the age when he begins to notice girls, and—how old is 











USED TO IT. 


“If you strike you’re likely to get arrested 
and put in prison on bread and water!”’ 

“Well,” replied the woolen-mill hand, 
“that’s about what I get to eat when 
I work!” 
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AT THE ART EXHIBITION. 


BUTCHER.— He may be a fine artist and all that, but the brisket, 
plate, and chuck are all badly out of drawing! 
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A BOUDOIR MYSTERY. 


BLANCHE, THE Upstairs Gir_. — Ah doan see what the Missus can 
find to look at so often in dis heah mirror. Foh de Lawd, A doan see 


nuffin’ wuf lookin’ at! 


your daughter? Thirteen? Mine is not quite twelve. I rather dread 
to see her enter the ’teen age, for I think that that is the most trying age 
for girls, but then I do not suppose that there is ever a time when a 
mother’s responsibility ceases. I have a friend who has three married 
daughters and she says that she feels almost as much responsibility now 
as she did when they were little. I think that it is 
instinct in mothers to feel responsibility, 
and more so, perhaps, with daughters er 
than with sons, although I have NY 
never yet seen the time when I 
did not feel as responsible for 
my sons as for my daughter, 
and I often say to my hus- 
band that i 

“T have that same feeling 
and I think that every true 
mother has it more or less, 
and we have to have it when 
it is so true that ‘The hand 
that rocks the cradle is the 
hand that rules the world.’ 

“I often feel that if 
mothers had a deeper sense 
of responsibility and did their 
full duty as mothers there 
would be fewer men go 









wrong. My parents’ were 

very strict with their children SOME HOPE. 

and I used to rebel against it, but hile Anais saitiiatnailiiias nn tn 
I see now that it was for my own dead yet. 

good and I often say to my SMALL GIRL —I don’t t'ink he is, Mister. 
children ” He was de slowest kid in de neighborhood ! 





“Yes, indeed! I have just that 
feeling about it and I Well, if they haven’t shut us off! I shall 
enter complaint about the way they have of shutting one off when 
one is asking a simple question. I’m not going to take that Frieda 
girl until] I have talked with her former mistress about her, so I shall 





ring her up again!” M. M. 
THOUGHTFUL. 
| Rage es hear that your father is to replace your motor-car with an 
aéroplane. 


TiLL1E.—Yes, poor dear! He thinks we can’t see the milliners’ 
show-windows from an aéroplane. 


HIS SECRET. 
“““ THERE goes one of the most successful dentists in this town, and yet 
he knows little about dentistry.” 
“What ’s the secret of his success, then?” 
‘He keeps the magazine table in his waiting-room strictly up to date.” 


5 yee is silver; silence is golden; talking without saving anvthing is 
silver heavily gold-plated. 
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“Auction Pinocble.”’ 


Dupont, who gets the husbands hopelessly at outs with their wives 


. UCTION PINOCHLE,.” at Adolf Philipp’s Fifty-Seventh Street Theatre, is one of the 
A best farce comedies that we have had in town for some time. You don't need to 
be very well up in your German—the situations are so funny that you are bound to laugh 
anyway... The music, by Jean Briquet and Adolf Philipp, is ’way ahead of some of the 
tunes in the Viennese operas on Broadway this season. ‘‘ Die Blonde Louise,” * Im Weichen 
Nest,” and ‘‘Nur’n ganz kleiner Mann” are some of the catchiest. Owing to the limits of 
our German vocabulary we won't attempt totell you what “ Auction Pinochle” is about; but 
if, like its predecessor ‘* Alma,”’ it is done in English next year you can see for yourself. 
Grete Mever— who did good work in the Irving Place company last year — plays Lourse 


THE CAUSE OF PROSPERITY. JUST FOR 


7™ Poet looked exceptionally prosperous. 
“T’ve found the hey to success at last,” 
he said, as he bought a twenty-five-cent cigar. 
“{ had it given out in the papers that I used 
to be Convict No. 78654, and was pardoned 
out because the governor liked one of my 
poems. Since that time my books have been 


among the six best sellers.” 
‘ As for my change- 





She takes it still! 


crow flies. 
JupDGE. 





one black streak. 


OH, 





Mope.—Nonsense ! 
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VERY SUSPICIOUS. L 


Crook (0 pal).-—Say, Bill, I hain’t seen 
a detective in two months— you don’t sup- 


pose dey 'r’ lookin’ fer me, do yer? are man and wife! 


Y love was not a demoiselle, 
Nor lived in any moated grange; 
She was a restaurant cashier, 
And every day the little dear 
Would take my change. 


I married her, as vou can see, 

And took her from behind tie till. 
I find that she 
The habit has, and from poor me 


EXPLAINED. 
nee —Yessah; after de shot was fired, 


mah Rastus dun run seben blocks as de 


As the crow flies? 
Manpy.—Yessah; all yo’ could see was jes’ 


THOSE SKIRTS! 
M*: Mope.—John, leave my hobble-skirt 


at the ladies’ tailor’s to be pressed. 

I'll take it to my men’s 
tailor, tell him it’s the pant of a one-legged man, 
and get it pressed for half-price. 


NOW SUFFRAGE HAS 


AWYER (in eqgual-suffrage State ).— Don't 
worry, the jurv is sure to disagree. 

PRISONER.— But are you certain? 

LAWYER.— It’s inevitable; two of the jurors 


She does the prima 
donna role much more effectively than anyone we can think of offhand who would be apt 


to get the part in English. Adolf Philipp—the star of the company—plays opposite her. He 


inns do not get busy and act 
Dora 


¢ Jacque The 


makes you wonder why some of our English-speaking come 
instead of depending on a few mannerisms or a pair of bowlegs to gain laughs 
Bregowska does well as 7he AKusstan Dancer, and Emil Berla is good as Une 
oks like a seaside cotta 
scene-painter turns out something that might be the State Capitol or the South Station in 
WE. Hill. 


scene in the first act—a cottage at Arverne—really 1 ge, Usually the 


Boston 


CHANGE. THE COST OF LIVING. 


_ can you nh = implored the editor, 
“write us a short story for less than five 
hundred dollars?” 
The great fictionist shook his head. Not 
if I make my characters live,” he answered. 
“You might make them live in the prov- 
inces,” suggested the editor, desperately. 
The great fictionist was not, however, to be 


prevailed upon. “Not to exceed forty-five 


minutes from Broadway!” he declared. 
i> Corton See THE DIFFERENCE. 


dor are like sugar!” he asseverated. 
“But sugar is not on the free list,” she 
retorted, with a suggestiveness that was every 


whit as bald as the plainly-put proposal. 


COME. 





HE BURIED HIS FACE IN HIS HANDS. 


IM men meet with just enough success to spoil them for the more serious 


business of meeting failure. 
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Why not a Cabaret Shave? 


pod 
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Not forgetting the Sunday night Cabaret 
in the Delicatessen Shop. 





THE NOVELTY OF THE CABARET MEAL HAS WORN OFF; _e'IT | 






































The Bootblack has a great opportunity. 
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PF ‘IT IS TIME OTHER THINGS HAD A CABARET ACCOMPANIMENT. 
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HEJATTER DAY S 
Fg is the song that the Sirens sing, 

In the present age, as they clutch and cling 
To the treacherous rocks 
Of fraudulent stocks 


That rise through the breakers of Chance, and smile 
In the sun of Hope, like a golden isle: 


Money, big money, for you! 
Hither, come hither, and learn 

How foolish it is for a man to be poor 

When here there are fortunes that all can secure 
For nothing, almost, in return! 


Money, big money, for you! 
Hither, come hither, and see 
What wonderful riches these islands hold 
‘Of rubber and copper and silver and gold, 
All given essentially free. 


Money, big money, for you! 
Bring hither what little you save, 
For nothing is gained unless som-thing is spent, 
And we guarantée you five hundred per cent. 
Or. indeed, whatever you crave. 


Money, big money, for you! 
Benevolent feelings alone 

Induce us to give, for a beggarly sum, 

A fortune to each who is willing to come 
When we might keep it all for our own. 


O’er the sea of Life the melody pours 

To the sailors toiling hard at the oars; 

And many, deserting with all they own, 

Plunge into the turbulent waves and are thrown 

To wreck on the rocks that they struggle to win, 

And the Sirens gather the wreckage in. 

Oh, well they know that in spite of the years 
Since Ulysses taught us the right defense, 

There are many still with credulous ears 
Unstopped by the wax of common-sense! 

Gorton Carruth. 
aA 


gon of philanthropists who give things to the. mob: Many a 
warm heart comes from cold feet. 











ON THE BEACH. 


Miss BuG.—Oh! What a vast body of water! I wonder if the 


ocean is bigger ? 
Mr. Insect.—Oh, yes! Much larger, Miss Bug. I believe it 
is even bigger than the bath-tub, as a matter of fact! 















‘* That dorg must have hallucinations, 


whatever they are!” 


THEN AND NOW. 


1860. 
: | ‘HE MorHer.— Now, Baby, you 
are going to have your bath just 
as soon as mother can get some warm 
water and a wash-rag and some soap. 


1913- 

THE MoTHER. — Now, muvver’s 
dearest, sweetest honey baby is going 
to have his blessed baffy just as soon 
as muvver gets everything ready, so 
he shall. Wait until muvver gets the 
temperature thermometer and has the 
water just right. Jane, will you see 
what the temperature of the room is? 
It mustn’t be below seventy-two when 
Baby is having his bath, and don’t let 
anyone open the door and let in a 
cold draught. Get everything ready, 
Jane, and then you stand by in case 
I need you. Where is the talcum- 
powder and the puff-ball? Dash a 
few drops of violet- water into his little 
baffy-tub. You sure his little baffy- 
tub has been well aired? Oh, the 
water is too cold by nearly a degree 
and a half! Bring a little warm 
water to add to it. Where is the 
cotton-flannel bath-blanket I always 
wrap him up in for a few minutes 
after he comes out of his bath? Get 
it for me, please. Then put his little 
shirty and stockies over the register 
on the rack so that they will be warm 
when I put them on him. Now, 
while I am bathing him, you go and 
sterilize his nursing-bottle and have it 
ready. I read the other dav that a 
baby should not have its bottle in less 
than thirty minutes after having had 
its bath. Now muvver is almost ready 
to give her baby boy his itty baffy — 
yes, muvver is! Max Merryman. 


DISCOURAGING. 
Rg espe sig literary friend 
does n’t seem to be exactly 
satisfied. 

CraABSHAW.— You see, he thought 
he had written the Great American 
Novel, but it turned out to be only 
a best-seller. 


BOTH THEORIES. 


M** KNICKER.— This frock is a 
creation. 

KNICKER.— Does that mean it was 
made in six days, or that it will take 
me several hundred million years to 
pay for it? 


HE average taxpayer likes to stand 
high in his community, but he 
dislikes to be over-rated. 





THAT WISE 
POLICE-PUP: 
HE WAS ON. 

















‘*Honest, the way he acts sometimes 
makes me laugh!” 














‘*Ho! Ho! Look at the coward!” 
































**Me wife!” 











‘You'd better run, you big stiff! Ill 
teach you to stay out playing poker 
after you go off duty! ” 


= «2 6 ar & ons 


EDISON IS RESPONSIBLE. | 


y WIFE brought home a new photograph of herself | 
last night,” said Mr. Porgie to his friend Mr. | 
Dusnap, as they were riding home from business 
Saturday. ‘It was standing on the library table, | 
when I went in for my evening’s smoke and snooze 
after supper, in one of those silver frames in which 
you see Lillian Russell’s pictures in all the silver- 
smiths’ windows. It was a splendid likeness. 

«TL jizzie,’ said I, after looking at it awhile 
through my smoke and taking in all its fine points, 
‘I wish you’d have that artist take the children’s | 
That one of you is bang-up! To make use of an unoriginal and 








photographs. 
time-honored expression which Mr. Edison’s latest invention has made really justi- 


fiable in regard to pictures, I would say that photo of vou is a speaking likeness.’ 
“«Stop your jollying,’ said the photograph, as my wife was leaving the room. 
‘I am one of those new Edison photographs and of course I can talk!’ 


«“*Qh, ho! ‘That’s how you come to look so lifelike,’ said I. 

“«Now, don’t try to be funny, William,’ said the photo reprovingly. ‘And 
look out— you are dropping cigar-ashes on the rug. And I just had this room 
vacuum-cleaned yesterday! No wonder I can never keep a servant more than 
two months. You didn’t wipe your feet when you came in to-night, and the 
hall runner is all mud!’ 

“« Now, my dear,’ said I to the photograph, which was frowning at me very 
severely, ‘be a good photograph, and let me smoke in peace. This isn’t fair. 
The flesh-and-blood original of you, my wife Lizzie, goes out and puts the chil- 
dren to bed after supper, and gives me a chance for a half-hour’s snooze here in 
the library. You can hear her upstairs now—that is, if Mr. Edison has got you 
so perfected you can hear as well as speak.’ 

“<«QOh, yes; Mr. Edison is a wonderful man. He’s made meso, thank good- 
ness, I can hear as well as speak,’ answered the photo, ‘and I can smell, too, 
Mr. Porgie! You swore off on New Year’s; but you have fallen off the water- 
I can smell cocktails on your breath, you bad boy! Now, don’t deny it!’ 





PRINCE ALBERT 


the national joy smoke 


5c 


—the counter- 


wagon. . he ae ' 
“<«T don’t deny it,’ I owned up, sheepishly. I was sure I had fooled Lizzie —_ hit up a pane oe jammed se ype a P A. sign for P. A. 
by chewing spearmint gum—bought a whole box on my way home on the pone oo Sane wae aneGiine ike PA KA toppy 


sage advice of the Subway car ads., and Lizzie hadn’t said anything when I 
kissed her on coming in. But that dodgasted talking and smelling and hearing 
photograph seemed to be a mind-reader as well, and have me down finer than 
Lizzie did. I tell you, the stony glare it gave me, as it fixed its accusing eyes 
on me and frowned, made denial out of the question. 

“<T’m going to lie down on the sofa in the sitting-room, dear,’ I said, 
changing the subject. ‘I’ve had a hard day.’ 

“As I beat it for the other room I looked back, half-expecting to see the 
infernal Edison thing take up its silver frame under its arm and follow me; but 
it wasn’t quite able to do that, though I could hear it commenting on me to 
itself as 1 shut the sitting-room door. 

“ «Now for my nap,’ I said, lying down. But no such luck! 

“<« Papa,’ exclaimed a new photo of little Clarence, hanging over the sofa — 





which his mother evidently had taken at the same time she got hers as a surprise | 


for me —‘ make that photograph of Johnny on the mantel stop making faces!’ 

“* Mollycoddle! Mollycoddle!’ a new photograph of Johnny on the mantel 
jeered back at little Clarence’s photograph, sticking its tongue out. 

“<«Shut your face!’ the Clarence photograph yelled back, making cross- 
eyes at'the Johnny photograph. 

“*Boys, boys!’ said I, in desperation, ‘it’s after eight o’clock, and your 
mother is putting your original, flesh-and-blood selves to bed up-stairs. You 
are sleepy, and it is time you were in bed.’ 

“«We'’re not sleepy,’ said the Johnny photograph; ‘we’re pictures taken 
in the middle of the day, and we never go to sleep. Whoopee!’ 

“<Ki, yi! ki, yi! ki, yi!’ yelled the Clarence photograph like an Indian, 
for both my boys are Boy Scouts. 

“Thanks to Mr. Edison, I saw there was no rest for me in the sitting-room. 
I determined to go to the club. 

“*We have had my mother-in-law’s photograph hanging in the hall ever since 
we were married. To me it has always been suggestive of an Amazonian sentry 
keeping tabs on my goings and comings. My wife always said the photograph 
did not do her mother justice. I glanced over my shoulder nervously. My worst 
fears were realized. A new photograph occupied mother-in-law’s frame. It was 
right up to date, too. It had been watching me in silence; but now that it saw 
that it was discovered it looked over the tops of its eye-glasses reprovingly, and 
said: ‘William, are you going out again?’ 

“«Ves, I’m—I’m going out to mail a letter,’ I said. 

“¢ William, you know youare going to the club,’ the photograph corrected me. 

“No use trying to foolit. ‘I’m planning to drop in at the club,’ I admitted. 
‘I—I suppose you will be awake when I come in,’ I added. 

“Ves, William; I’ma day-time photograph, and I never close my eyes in sleep.’ 

“Well, you can tell Lizzie where I’ve gone (I knew she would anyway) 
and say that I'll be back soon.’ 

“T didn’t feel at all at ease until I was seated in a Fifth Avenue bus, and 
my attention was diverted to a very pretty young woman seated across from me. 
She was a regular little peach! And she seemed to be quite favorably impressed. 

“She dropped her muff, and it rolled over toward me. I picked it up and 
returned it to her and raised my hat, but not high enough for her to see my little 
bald spot. She thanked me very sweetly and blushed beautifully—then she 
turned scarlet, and beads of cold perspiration began to ooze out on her forehead. 
An indignant lady’s voice, which I knew belonged to my wife, had spoken from 
my watch-case: ‘You flirty bleached blond!’ it exclaimed, and I realized 
that Lizzie must have changed the old photograph of her which I carried in 
my watch-case for one of her new Edison speaking ones that evening. Everyone 
in the bus looked at the blond young lady and me and grinned. 


—so fresh and fragrant, so good! 


There’s joy stored up for you in every grain of this 
bully tobacco—whether you light the old jimmy 
or roll a cigarette—every puff makes it more and 
more the tobacco that tickles your palate most! 
Your brand? Listen: 

P. A. can’t bite, because the patented process by 
which it is made cuts out the sting. Hence, it's 
one long joy pull—from first fire-up down to the 
sweet “‘heel’’—this Prince Albert that has doubled 
the number of jimmy pipe smokers! 

Get the ides. while the Spirit of Spring is bubbling 
in your system ! 


The toppy red bag, 5c; the tidy red tin, 20c; also 
in handsome pound and half-pound humidors. 


R. J. REYNOLDS TOBACCO COMPANY 
Winston-Salem, N. C. 








«“¢And I am ashamed of you, William Porgie,’ the voice continued, 
‘You, a married man and the father of two nice children!’ 

“«There’s a ventriloquist vaudeville actor in this car,’ I heard one young 
fellow whisper to the man next to him. ‘And he’s having fun with that blond 
and the party in the silk hat and gray gaiters.’ 

“«Oh, you men, you men!’ Lizzie’s photograph exclaimed; ‘and you 
flirty women!’ 

“Everyone was enjoying it but me and the blond voung lady. ‘The worst 
of it was, as the voice came from me it gave her the idea I was trying to be 
funny at her expense or that I was drunk. 

“*Vou insulting creature!’ she exclaimed, and got up as the bus stopped, 
and made for the door. 

“One passenger was for licking me, so I fled after her. 
policeman on the corner. 

“« Arrest that man! He has been annoying me,’ I heard her say to the 
officer, as I ducked around behind the bus; and I could hear Lizzie’s photograph 
weeping and carrying on fit to kill in my watch-case. It was terrible. 

“T beat it. The cop gave chase. I got wedged into a crowd at a crossing 
and held up for half a minute, and when I finally slipped through it and got 
under way again I realized that the weeping in my vest-pocket had stopped. 
Some pickpocket in the crowd had pinched my watch. 

“Then I knew it was even more necessary for me to escape the cop than 
before; for without my watch and the talking photograph to back me up no 
New York cop would ever believe that I was not guilty of insulting the young 
lady. I was glad the cop was fat. But it did not seem to impede his running. 
Somewhere in the chase he got possession of a pair of roller-skates and put 
them on; and as the Avenue was down hill I could see he was gaining on me. 

“TI tripped up on the cross-town street-car tracks at the Waldorf-Astoria 
corner, and fell down and the fat cop fell on top of me. Then I woke up. 
I was seated in the library, Lizzie was picking up a book that had fallen on the 
floor, and I realized I had been dreaming.” C. C. Conweres. 


There was a 











(| “Tl hear it called — 
The machine with the human-brain;’ 
IcallitThe machine 

with the Super-HumanBrain.” 


Li 





























Thus spoke the Auditor. 


He was speaking of the 


Remington 


Adding and Subtracting 


Typewriter 


(Wahl Adding Mechanism) 


This machine dogs something that only the brain, directing the hand, has 
hitherto been able to do—that is, write and add (or subtract) on the same page. 
But this is not all. It does such work more easily, more rapidly, and 
more accurately than the human brain has ever performed similar labor. 
_ .Thus the machine is human in what it does and super-human in the way 
it does it. Illustrated booklet sent on request 


Remington Typewriter Company 


(Incorporat 
325-331 Broadway, New York 
Branches Everywhere 

















A TEAR SPILLER. 
“What in the world do you do when you forget your lines?” 
“T just repeat the multiplication table in a muffled voice,” said the 
emotional actress. ‘I had the house in tears the other night over nine times nine 
are eighty-one.” — Washington Herald. 














Shanahan'’s Old Shebeen: 


MORNIN’.” 


“THE MORNIN’S 


By Gerald Brenan. 


N response to the many requests from our readers for copies of this famous poem, which 
I appeared in PUCK several years ago, we have issued it as a Booklet, in large, readable 
type, with the original illustrations, at 


TEN CENTS PER COPY 
Admirers of ‘‘Shanahan’s Old Shebeen’’ will appreciate the opportunity to secure 


copies in handy pocket form. For sale by all booksellers and news- 
dealers, or mailed postpaid on receipt of price. Address 


STILL SPRY. ( 


The teacher was intent on the 
lesson, and continued impressively: 

“And vast swarms of flies descended 
on the land and came into the houses 
|of the Egyptians and covered their 
clothing and their tables and all their 
| food, but (emphatically) there were mi 
| flies on the children of Israel.” 
| A small boy from the rear of on 
room interrupted : 

‘Please, ma’am, there ain’t 





The wisdom of age recom- 


now 


either.” —Sundiry Magazine. mends to the action of youth 
the purity and the flavor of 
Old Overholt Rye 
BADLY SMITTEN. **Same for 100 Years’’— 
(Too-attentive wooer who has been kicked the whiskey that has satis- 


fied men and warmed 
their hearts for over a 


down stairs by the irate father keeps tally of 
each step as he tumbles down.) 


A. Overholt & Co. 
Pittsburgh, Pa. 








Wine Jelly when flavored with Abbott's Bitters is 
made more deiightful and healthful. Sample of bit- 
ters by mail, 25 cts. in stamps. 

C. W. Abbott & Co., Baltimore, Md. 


Up to Dare. 
“Are you interested in contempo- 
rary history?” 
“Not much. I am more interested | 
in what is going on now.”— Baltimore 
American, 








‘*She loves me not!” 





GREAT BEAR SPRING 
“Its Purity Has Made it Famous.” 
50c. per case of 6 glass stoppered bottles. 


WATER. 











| proposed that of course he could not 


|—Buffalo Express. 





PUCK 3 33 295-309 Lafayette Street, New York 








“] EXPLAINED to George when he} 


Bic Business. 


** Papa, the boy next door wants to 
merge our toy railroads.” 

“Um! I suppose the consolidated 
roads will be operated from his home ?” 

BOOKKEEPER (fo his boss ).— Mr. | “Yes; I’m to get cigarette coupons 
Grouch, I’m going to get married. | for my road.” 


expect me to cook.” 
‘“What did he say?” 
“That he only expected me to try.” 





Groucu.—Glad to hear it; you “Beware, son! That boy is a 
won’t. be so all-fired anxious to get; frenzied financier.” — Washington 
home early.— Business. | Herald. 





Walk, 
HIS is the poem 


T that you read in 
PUCK years ago and 
have been looking for 
ever since. We have 
now issued 


“WALK, 
— YOU, 
WALK !” 

as a Booklet, in large, 


readable type, with the 
original illustrations, at 








You, Walk! 














Ten Cents per Copy. 





Admirers of this famous poem will appreciate the opportunity to secure copies in hand et form. 
For sale by all booksellers and newsdealers, or mailed postpaid on and of aioe “a 
PUCK,, 295-309 Lafayette Street, : New York 


























There’s just the difference be- WaiTeD Too Lone. 
vvtend a raw, poorly made Cock- | «1 don’t oftendine away from home,” 


tail and 2 confided a friend, “‘and when I do I am 
careful. But I had an experience at 
( lub { ocktail a restaurant the other night that was a} | 


new one on me, and that’s why I bad 


that there is between a raw, new — it rn you. ago 

Whiskey and a soft old one. iene cai a ae an | | 
y at, 

The best of ingredients—the most | w “7 ne | 


When I left I asked for that hat. The 
accurate blending cannot | waiter said: 
give the softness and mel- ‘“** What kind of a hat was it, sir?’ | 
lowness that age imparts. “<«A brand new one!’ I replied, 
Club Cocktails are aged in wood wuantany and anxiously. | 
before bottling—and no freshly ‘I’m afraid there’s not much|_ | 
made Cocktail can be as good. |chance for you, sir,’ grinned the fellow. 

All the new hats have been gone for | 
fifteen minutes at least!’”—C/eveland 
| Plain Dealer. 









HEALTH | 
HOSPITALITY | 
AND GOOD CHEER 








Manhattan, Martini and other 
standard blends, bottled, ready 
to serve through cracked ice. 
Refuse Substitutes 
AT ALL DEALERS 
G. F. HEUBLFIN & BRO., Sole Props. 
Hartford York Lendon 


New 





Sold at all first-class cafés and by jobbers. 
| WM. LANAHAN & SON, Baltimore, Md 
TRADITION SHATTERED. | —_ _ | 
The lady had no experience, but ee ee 
she had a lot of sense and determi- 
nation. So, when she entered the| . ies 
| market, she was as good as the next | : 
person. She approached the stall of a 
butcher and felt of the breast-bone of a 
‘fowl. Then she said: 
“Ts this a good chicken ?” 
| ‘Yes, ma’am,” said the market-man, 
confidently—as was his wont. | 
. ' aeemeemmee “Then the old saying is wrong,” 
said the lady. 
“What old saying?” demanded the| 
market-man. 
“The old saying that ‘the good 
die young!’ —£ xchange. 


Were Is He? Laugh and Grow Fat! Take PUCK and Laugh !! 





ANSWER. 

John P. Irish spoke in California against woman suffrage. One night 
after a meeting in Sacramento a militant Suffragette came up to him and 
said in stern, cruel tones: 

“John P. Irish, you’re a low-down liar! No one believes you! The 
truth isn’t in you!” 

“Madam,” Irish rejoined, “is itso bad as that? Would n’t you believe 
anything I say ?” 

“Nota thing! I wouldn’t believe a word you utter. You can’t tell the 
truth.” 

“In that case,” replied Irish, “permit me to say, madam, that you are a 
perfect —_— — Saturday Evening Fost. 











“Pa, what is a rara avis?” 
“ . . . d ’ 
A Democrat, my son, who doesn’t 


= = think he’s going to get some sort of a 9 
job soon.”—Birmingham Age-Herald. on l orry 
IIL. 











, ‘She loves me!” A REAL PROFESSOR. | 
| “Ts he really a professor?” I j 
ee u 
“Well, isn’t any man who ae A it the Increased Cost of 
Every lover of a good cocktail should insist that Ab- | >” 
bott’ ‘s Bitters - used in making it; insures your getting | | to be a professor a professor ? Living when you can 
the very best. . W. Abbott & Co., Baltimore, Md. | Lippincott s. 





, 5 sheeted - — = EN SUBSCRIBE FOR 


For Liquor and Drug Users 


A scientific treatment which has cured half a mil- 
, lion in the past thirty-three years, and the one 
; e treatment which has stood the severe test of time. 
Administered by medical experts, at the Keeley 
Institutes only. For full particulars write 


4 “re To the Following Keeley Institutes: 
. Hot Springs, Art. Omaha, Neb. ryt he Bread Bi Wiestpeg, Manitebe. The Foremost and Most Widely 


Manchester, N. H. 
eS ex 1 Guatemala City, 


oe, & ana hed me 7". Guatemala. 
Marion, Ind. Greensboro, N. C. 0 9 
Des Moines, Towa. Columbus, Ohio. Dallas, Texas. Puebla, Mexieo. Quoted Humorous Weekly gs 3 3 
Crab Orchard, Ky. Oklahoma City, Okla., Salt Lake City, Utah. London, England. 


Portland, Me. 918 N. Stiles St. Seattle, Wash. 
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As a Home Paper PUCK will please you 





It is funny, b it ive. 
Tae New Srenocaarnen. @ It is funny, but neither vulgar nor suggestive 
A Cleveland corporation lawyer has a new stenographer—the second new @ It is attractive pictorially, because its artists are among the best. 
one in a week, says the Plain Dealer. Strange to say, he didn’t discharge 
the first one because she was incompetent, but because she was too good. 
Let him tell it: “. —— i ~ * , . 
“This girl came to me well recommended, and when I dictated a test @ It is not a juvenile publication, but it is better for children than the comic 
letter I found her extremely rapid and accurate. So I employed her on the 
4 spot. She fell right in with the work, and I decided that I had found a real ' 
treasure. But on the third day she gave me a shock. Published Every Wednesday. 10c. per Copy. $5.00 Yearly. 
“I was dictating an opinion in a complicated infringement suit, and it was | 
important that it should be accurate in every word and phrase. This was the 
third draft I had written, in fact. . At one place I interrupted myself, and If your newsdealer does n't handle PUCK, PUCK, New York 


said to the stenographer: ae , 
“¢Am I speaking too fast for you, Miss Jackson? Are you getting my ee ee ee vee ee ae — — 


words down correctly ?’ Tell Your Newsdealer of PUCK 


“<Qh, I’m getting them all right,’ she answered smiling. ‘And you don’t | 
® NOR RCRA ie eo eee ae 


speak nearly as fast as I can take. I’m about twenty words ahead of you now!’ | 
NEXT WEEK. 


@ It is of serious interest, because its cartoons form a political history of the times. 


supplements of the Sunday newspapers. 








‘“‘There’s such a thing as being too good.” 


4 BresstE.— What makes you think that he actually married for money ? 
Jessiz.—I have seen the bride.— Mew Orleans Times- Democrat. 














DuMBWAITER-SHAFT ECHOES. 
“Ts that the iceman? Well, I can’t A GLASS 
pay you to-day. Come around the | OF 

day after to-morrow.” 


“Mrs. Smith, your girl took the | od 
cover of our garbage-can by mistake. 
| Thanks.” 
“Henry, those people downstairs 
have stolen our certified milk again.” 


“Say, did youse ring the janitor’s 
“WW i ’ iq” marks the eternal fitness 
bell? Well, somebody did. Gis Cen ten ee 
aie 5 ie race os ., a light meal. Teaches the 
Mary, this isn’t our meat. Call ques <6 edtenaiion end 
down after that butcher's boy and tell | furnishes fresh incentive for 
him.” continued mental or bodily 
| effort or strain. 
“TI put yer change on the dumb- | Anytime Anyday Anywhere. 
’ ©. H. EVAN Ns, (mz 
| waiter, lady, It must ha’ fell off on |, a a 


| the way up.” 








ROOK 


that it is the very best and 


Purest that money and 
skill can produce—a whiskey 
Sctentifically distilled and 
carefully aged for the express 
S ¢ Purpose of being used as a 
sort of a tonic and in- healthful stimulant in the home. 


vigorator. But you must SUNNY BROOK 


choose the right kind with 
care—a poor whiskey will Pe The PURE FOOD Whiskey 


do more harm than a ‘ ix, | is distilled, aged and bottled 
good whiskey can do Se in bond under the direct super- 
good. When you buy SUNN ‘BROOK vision of U. S. Government In- 

SUNNY BROOK Y spectors, and the Green Govern- 
















“Indade, an’ I’m not used to sich 


pullin’ an’ haulin’. In the last aparrrt- H ] N 
mint I worruked in they had a freight- ote assau 
LONG BEACH, L. I. 


elevator.”— Brooklyn Times. 

Open all winter; warm, sunny rooms 
with private bath; overlooking the 
ocean. 


$2.00 PER DAY. 


Ask any good doctor 
what he thinks of the 
judicious use of pure, old 
whiskey, and he will tell 
you that it is the best 






















































WHISKEY ment Stamp that seals each 
The PURE FOOD Whiskey |-~__wjip..snp-—]_ bottle guarantees that the con- An ideal place to spend the week end; 
Ora seotnom nt wc tents are genuine, straight, i I 
—you have the guarantee yr er az | table and service of the highest standard. Tem- 
of the largest distillers of tured. and full U.S. Standard perature ten degrees warmer than New York. 
Jjine whiskey in the world 100%) proof. Why spend 3 hours on a train to Atlantic City 





| when you can go to the best resort 45 minutes 
| IV. from Penn Station > 


‘*She loves me not!” L. E. PARENT, Manager. 





Formerly Assistant Manager Hotel Martinique. 


PoINnTts ON POPULATION. e 
The late Bishop Potter, of New York, says Zhe Popular Magazine, had Parkeepers Friend aie eee aa: dition — 
BLIGE. 

















a most unclerical relish for practical jokes and pointed anecdotes. His cos- e CouLDN’?r 
mopolitan spirit loved men hae things, and nothing pleased him better than eta Polish | Her.—I wonder how it feels to 
to gather a group of congenial spirits about him and swap jokes. ; INFALLIBLE | have whiskers on one’s face. 

One day he met a friend, a distinguished Jewish rabbi, and said to him Him.—Aw, pshaw, I just had a 
in great seriousness: shave.— Chaparral. 

“ Rabbi, I am greatly worried about a dream I had the other night. I : 
dreamed I died and went to the Jewish heaven. And who do you suppose were 
the only occupants ?” 

“‘T don’t know, I’m sure,” said the rabbi. Y 

‘Pawnbrokers and second-hand-clothing men,” laughed the bishop. 

The rabbi said nothing. 

Shortly after, however, he met the bishop. “ Why, bishop,” he said, “I had | 
a dream myself the other night.” 

“Yes,” said the bishop uneasily, “and what did you dream?” 






In a Pinch, use ALLEN’S FOOT=EASE, 


The antiseptic powder for Tired, Tender, Smarting feet, 
25c. Sample FREE. Address, A.S. Olmsted, Le Koy, N.Y. 
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Hi 

Ind. “Did you ever dress a chicken?” 

—— | ‘*No, my girls are all boys. But I 
understand it costs a heap of money.” 
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A.A Pouttry Nore. 
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Geo.w? Hoffman Co. Indianapolis, 


*T dreamed I went to the Christian heaven.” Pressinc His Luck. Mains Dod 
“Well,” pursued Potter, bracing himself, “whom did you find there?” An English bookmaker was ap- | ea 
“Nobody,” answered the rabbi. proached by a colleague who sought setpenomenomneeny 


=e a ee ne ee some advice. 
A bettor on the races had paid the 


man who wanted the advice twenty- | 
Puck Proofs PHOTOGRAVURES Puck five pounds on a wager, and next i 
FROM in a fit of absent-mindedness, had paid 
Copyright 1910 by Keppler & Sohwarsmann the bet a second time. 
“What shall I do?” asked the 
distressed bookie. 
“Awsk him for it again!” advised 
the other.— Saturday Evening Post. 
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Wuat More Coutp HE Want? lurrah! She loves me!!! 


“What is your father’s objection to) —-. 
me, Millie?” asked the young man. 
“He says you have no application, 


Gerald.” . 
“ No application!” he echoed bitterly. PAPER WAREHOUSE, 


—Hliegende Blitter. 


HENRY LINDENMEYR & SONS 


*T wond if he knows I’ve be 32, 34 and 36 Bleecker Street. a 
. ad f id kn ; I ” — BRANCH WAREHOUSE ay Street. f New YorE: 
| coming to see you twice a week for All kinds of Paper made to order. 


nearly six years!” —Chicago Tribune. 
UseFuL RESEARCH. 
CONSIDERATE. PROFESSOR.—You say you are en- 
“You used to want to hold my gaged in some original research. Upon 
hand before we were married,” she what subject? 














complained. SopHomorr.— I’m trying to dis- 

TIME, THREE A.M.—— ASLEEP AT LAST. * By Angus MacDonaii. “I’d like to now,” said he easily, cover why the ink won’t flow from my 

Photogravure in Sepia, 1: x8 in. Panes Famers FWE CENTS. 1! “but it would keep you from your | fountain pen unless I place it in an up- 

This is but one example of the PUCK PROOFS. Send ten Address PUCK housework, my dear.”— Washington | right position in the pocket of a light 
@s. for Fifty-page Catalogue of Reproductions in Miniature. 9 New York |! Herald. fancy vest.— Chicago News. 




















Because they take you over smiling | | 
seas to the lands of sunshine and cheery skies, | | 
known the world over as the “American Medi- | | 
terranean,” including Porto Rico, Bahamas, Cuba, 
Mexico, Florida, Texas and Santo Domingo. You 
can choose no better route than these splendid big 


steamers of the AGWI Lines. 
Write us today and let us plan your trip. Address: 


Clyde Line CHARLESTON wijack. Porto Rico Line $= York cre Setiney 
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SONVILLE with connections for all | leading for SAN JUAN direct. Send for booklet and in | ] a 
resorts. ““The best way South.” formation about sailings, rates, etc. , 
From Pier 36, North River, New York. General Offices: 11 Broadway, New York. ? 
| 
Mallory | Line To Jo TEXAS, of Bo 2 Ward Line jj To oRAHAMAS (NASBA, | 
; VESTON, KEY WEST, PINES, CUBA, MEXICO and YUCATAN, 
TAMPA ro V PETERSBURG. MOBILE. with rail to all i t interior cities. 
_— From Pier 45, North River, New York. General Offices: Pier 14, East River, N.Y. 
DISTRICT PASSENGER OFFICES et | = PY 3b) Z 
BOSsTS 'ON—192 Washington Street CHICAGO—444 Com. Nat. Bank Bldg. f % his f= Wg 
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: WANTED 


Copy of PUCK No. 880 (Jan. 17th, 1894) 





















































d; 25 Cents will be paid for same | 
4 at the office of i ‘. 
ty PUCK, :: 295-309 Lafayette Street, New York A 
. me ¢ Handy 5¢ bags~ 
) +oBACCO TINS or one pound 
- seenetepaiteiearesanseoennbeamciinmnininintins glass humidor jars 
“A : 7 
‘ : OUR NEXT PRESIDENT! Leggett Myeru Jobacoo Co 
: — 
to : 
P : NEATLY TURNED. 
E, : 
feet, : 
N.Y. : 
t I : 
y.” : 
: PUCK’S PORTRAIT OF | atti iF 
° | | ¢ lah Hi iM a Ni 
* + | Hon. Woodrow Wilson a! aN 
. z s . " iF . 4} ' 
In Colors Size 14x21 inches Price Ten Cents i 
SECURELY WRAPPED AND MAILED Jess . 
ANYWHERE ON RECEIPT OF PRICE | = < 
Ail patriotic Americans should have a copy of this life-like | ian : = ¥ 
a : picture, which has been pronounced by competent . 
- = critics to be the finest portrait on the market of the Presi- | 5a piel hn tai thenn nes antiien ed Gti ghee” 
a dent elect. | **My dear fellow, it is worthless.” 
y t Address PUCK, 295-309 Lafayette } New York ‘*I know, old chap, but I should like to have it all the mony " 
) . - he Latler 
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AND 
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MASTERPIECE; 
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THE 
KIND 
HAND 

OF FATE. 

























































vI. II. 

Mr. Goipstax. —I’m Blinded by tears of bitter 
afraid it won’t do; too disappointment, Mazie 
crudely modern. I like the stumbles over a bucket, 
majesty of the antique; but and —— 
well drop in to-morrow. 
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MR. GOLDSTAX.—It is indeed beautiful. a masterpiece! Here is my check for $5,000. 














